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No one really wanted war. Perhaps Yang Hu-
cheng might have forced the issue, if he thought that
the Red Army would support him. But he knew that
the Red Army did not want to fight. The stalemate
could not last for ever; someone had to come to terms.
Already, it was said, a settlement had virtually been
reached. The three armies of the North-west—the
Tungpei, Hsipei, and Red forces—would withdraw
from Sian, keeping in close contact, and making
Lanchow rather than the Shensi capital their base.
It was a retreat from glory; but at least it would avoid
the dreaded alternative of civil war.
Little Liu came to see me in a most dejected mood.
"If the Tungpei army goes to Kansu, then I must go
with it. In Lanchow there is no water, no food. How
shall we live?"
To cheer him up, I suggested a cinema; it might
be the last he would see for some time. There was
only one foreign film in Sian, which had been
showing over and over again at the principal theatre.
Appropriately enough, this was Wallace Beery in
Viva Villa! and it had been immensely popular.
But we had both seen it twice. I suggested a Chinese
film.
As luck would have it, we ran straight into a piece
of "New Life" propaganda. The film was a family
saga; it showed the grand old patriarch, whose sons
forget their filial duties, and prefer a life of excite-
ment in the city to the old country home. The chief
social evils of China, one gathered from the story,
were cabarets and indecorum; when finally the family
is reunited, and the grandson prepares to curry on as
an official in the place of the grey-bearded old scholar,
the old man can die content- The film, I noticed,

